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By ingratiating himself with Father, he hoped to find a purchaser
for it.
Thus another threat was shunted off. Down in the New York
Custom House Matt Henson, the negro, who was Peary's only
companion at the North Pole, was doing a lot of talking about
our suicidal plane expedition. Word of this was brought to Father,
and he sent for Henson. When the coloured man arrived, Father
put the question to him: "Can an aeroplane reach the North Pole?"
"Absolutely not," Henson replied. "There is nothing at the
North Pole but howling blizzards and ice piled up high like
mountains."
In grim triumph. Father repeated this assertion to me—quoting
the only living man who had been at the North Pole. It made
no impression on me. Besides what Amundsen had told me, I had
read every book, I think, ever written about the Arctic, including
Peary's books. Every Arctic traveller spoke of the calm, foggy,
equable conditions of the summer.
Why Henson could make such a statement, I don't know. He
had been in the Arctic twenty-three years with Peary, so he knew
it was not true. My complete answer to Father, though, was
Peary's own prediction of the conquest of the Arctic by aeroplane.
Thus everything Father could pick up—every rumour or loose
statement—he used against me. His next move was the most
disagreeable of all. He adopted a maddening attitude, assuming
that I expected Amundsen to make a sort of demonstration flight
to the North Pole first, alone, to prove that it could be reached
by air. After that I was to fly there with him. In so many words
Father insisted that I had agreed to that plan when he gave us the
money.
I could not very well tell my father to his face that he was
uttering an untruth. Perhaps in his frantic anxiety he had seized
upon some word I had dropped or some half-understood state-
ment of Amundsen at the contract-signing and convinced him-
self later that I had made such a promise. I could only deny it.
The thing was too absurd. Explorers do not make experimental
discoveries before proceeding to make the real ones. Besides, our
whole plan contemplated abandoning one ship at the Pole and
going on in the other, though I did not tell Father that.

